Leave the nature as it is,
Accept it as it is,

Enjoy it as it is.

CRADLE
Under a banian tree,
A little thatched grey hut,
On bough hang a cradle,
In lay a baby smirk.
Restrains his mother work
Quite simple and unfeigned,
A puppy drowsy near,
A hen crackles with chicks.
A crow on bough peeps down,
A piccotah creaks sharp,
The water goggles loud,
A bloomy rose with thorn.
And a basil beside,
The fresh bleeze blows gentle,
Nature around her home,
A home blessed with content.